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where poorer London huddles as my shipping
parish, are set our docks. Embayed in the
obscurity are those areas of captured day,
reservoirs of light brimmed daily by the tides of
the sun, silver mirrors through which one may
leave the dark floor of Poplar for radiant other
worlds. We have our ships and docks, and the
River at Blackwall when night and the flood come
together, and walls and roofs which topmasts and
funnels surmount, suggestions of a vagabondage
hidden in what seemed so arid a commonplace
desert. These are of first importance. They
are our ways of escape. We are not kept within
a division of the map. And Orion, he strides over
our roofs on bright winter nights. We have the
immortals. At the most, your official map sets
us only lateral bounds. The heavens here are as
high as elsewhere. Our horizon is beyond our
own limits. In this faithful chronicle of our
parish I must tell of our boundaries as I know
them. They are not so narrow as you might
think. Maps cannot be so carefully planned, nor
walls built high enough, nor streets confined and
strict enough to hold within limits our lusty and
growing population of thoughts. There is no